may want peace. But he's a vain man, and he does stick
out for form. He wants me to humble myself to him.
Will I? He can ask till he turns blue. Let him crawl
to me, if he wants peace. I'm the Emperor."

"You are here," Theodora said, greatly daring, "but
he is Emperor in Persia. Every Persian King reflects
that once all the world in sight from here was his, or
tributary to him. You are both great princes. Say that
you recognise that; and that no great prince shall disturb
another in his trouble. He has thought that you have
been trying to snatch advantage; he has resented that.
Show him that you aren't thinking of any such thing;
and he'll be grateful; not perhaps as grateful as any
ordinary man, but more grateful than a king usually
is. There is no need for you to send any Embassy. Send
a letter by the Prefect with some gifts. If ivory is scarce,
send some other treasure; white mules are what he longs
for."

"I don't doubt," the Emperor said; "other people like
white mules, too; they're not so easy come by, since
Vitalian sacked the breeding-station."

"A thousand white mules would be cheaper than a
war," Theodora said.

"I'll see him stewed in hell before he gets a white
mule from me," the Emperor said.

"Well," Theodora said, "why not white peacocks? He
longs for white peacocks and silver pheasants."

"How the devil do you know that?" the Emperor said.

"I met a Persian lady in the ship going to Antioch,
who told me. He longs for any white creature because
he thinks it is to some extent released from the need of
action and turned to thought."

"If he'd turn a little whiter hirhself," the Emperor
said, "it might save trouble. There's a man just across the
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